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in the glare of a light. At intervals between Offenbach's
calls, Cunningham whispered to me that he could not tell
what was going to happen to us, but one thing was certain :
Offenbach was being fired. By Diel ? By Reimke ?
After three hours, at eight o'clock, the watchman came
in and turned out the lights. Offenbach told us to follow
him upstairs. I looked at Cunningham and Cunningham
looked at me. We asked to do a little telephoning ourselves.
Oh no, said our glowering friend, the telephones are now
shut off. Well, Fd been warned to watch out for the last
minute in Germany. Here it was. Offenbach fairly pushed
us out of the door. We were on the first floor. The hall-
way was empty, dim and musty, a single dull lamp in the
distance ahead. We passed near the exit of the deserted
building. Cunningham and I glanced at each other. In-
stinctively, we started toward it. Somehow we seemed to
nod, agree it was closed. A barricade timber lay across steel
hooks, sealing the exit doors. Cunningham moved close as
we started up the winding stairs.
" I guess it doesn't make much difference what floor
we're locked up on/' he said. I thought the same thing
myself. But it was no fun to go up those steps. Offenbach
had dropped behind. I could hear him but I couldn't see
him. At the first landing I leaned over and tied my shoe.
That pause put Offenbach between us.
At the third floor, Cunningham stopped, turned sud-
denly, and asked the Nazi what was what. Cunningham
said we intended to get the hell out of there. Offenbach
fairly spat out his answer. " Go ! " he shouted. "And you
get no pass ! " The Nazi amazed us by fairly leaping down
the stairs. Cunningham and I were speechless. Apparently
we were not being locked-up. Apparently we were on the
way toward getting the pass somewhere in the dark above.
But now we had relieved Offenbach of all responsibility by
saying we would not stay. It was a beautiful solution for
the Nazi.
Offenbach had certainly thought that through in a
hurry, and we had a hard time getting him back up those
stairs. Cunningham practically wore himself out claiming
we had not refused to wait and had therefore not defaulted
on the whole thing ourselves. Finally it got so late that